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THE WRONG TRAIN 


When Don found he was on the 
wrong train, he was disgusted. But later 
he knew God had made it turn out that 
way. 

He was on a trip to England with his 
parents. They were staying with his grand- 
father in Watford, a town not far from 
London. Every day he would go up to 
London by himself to see the sights. When 
it got dark he would catch one of the 
underground trains and come home. 

One day he went up as usual. He visited 
some of the museums, and then, in the 
evening, started back. But this particular 
night he decided to take a different train. 
When it came into the subway station he 
checked it carefully before getting on. 

For some time he leaned back in the soft, 
comfortable chair, reading the advertise- 
ments or watching the people. 

But he was restless that night, and when 
























the train stopped at a station about halfway 
home he decided, just for the fun of it, to 
get off and see whether he could catch the 
train he usually went home on. 

So he left, and to his great joy, found 
his train actually waiting for him at an- 
other platform. He got on just in time. 

“Twenty more minutes and I’ll be home,” 
he thought contentedly. But after the train 
had been going fifteen minutes it occurred 
to him that they were still underground. 
They should have come to the surface long 
ago. At the next station he made a point of 
looking carefully at the name. It was a 
place he did not recognize. 

“Er, excuse me,” he said to the passenger 
beside him. “This train is going to Watford, 
isn’t it?” 

“Watford!” exclaimed the man. “I should 
say not. Watford’s behind us.” 

He was on the wrong train! At the next 
station he got off and asked the ticket agent 
when he could get a train back. 

“Several hours,” the man said. So he got 
a bus, but it went painfully slow, and 
when it had gone as far as it could take 
him, he still had a long walk. 

Finally, hours later, as he climbed the 
steps to the kitchen door, he chuckled, ‘The 
folks will be glad to see me!” 

They were! They welcomed him as if he 
had returned from the dead. Mother’s face 
was pale, and even Dad looked anxious. 

“Why so worried?” Don asked. 

“Haven’t you heard?” said Dad. “The 
radio just announced that the early train 
from London was in a head-on collision. 
Nearly everyone was injured or killed.” 

Don blinked as he realized what it meant. 
“That,” he stammered at last, “that train 
was the train I would have been on, ex- 
cept that I got onto another by mistake.” 

And when he told me about it he said, 
“A thing like that makes you think. Per- 
haps God has a plan for my life, and He 
wants me to help fulfill it.” 

Today Don is helping fulfill God’s plan 
by taking the ministerial course at college. 
God has a plan for your life, too. Give your 
life to Him, and He will watch over you 
until the plan is carried out. 


Your friend, 


























WHEN GOD ANSWERED ABIDONI 


By JOSEPHINE CUNNINGTON EDWARDS 


HE village people were busy as usual, do- 

ing things they had done since the 
morning of time. Old women had gone 
down to the waterside and gotten great 
hunks of the gray clay, smooth as sweet 
butter, to make big pots out of. They were 
busy now, on the mats in front of their huts, 
fashioning them with thin black fingers. 
But Abidoni didn’t notice them, for he had 
seen them so often before. Besides, he had 
other things on his mind. More impor- 
tant things than old women making pots. 

School was to begin at Malamulo Mis- 
sion in two weeks. And it was nearly eighty 
miles away. Abidoni did not have a pair of 


trousers or a shirt. He did not have a blan- 
ket, nor did he have the fees the mission 
asked of enrollees. What could he do? 

Just then old Mankwala stumped by with 
a great load of bamboo on his shoulders. 
Abidoni knew he was going to his hut to 
make mats to sell in the market, where 
the people came to bring all their produce 
the first of every week. Old Mankwala had 
told him he’d give him a mat to take with 
him when he went to school. 

“Tl give you a good one, my boy,” the 
wrinkled old grandfather had told him 
kindly. “If I had money I'd give you that 

To page 17 


Frightened by the thought of wild animals, Abidoni took a lonely road home. Suddenly he stopped. 
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FRISKIE TO THE RESCUE 


By C. MERVYN MAXWELL 


H's name was Friskie, and it really fitted 
him. He was just a little dog, but how 
he loved to jump and run. Everybody on 
the ranch thought he was a wonderful lit- 
tle pet. They didn’t know he'd be a hero 
too, some day. 

His favorite game was playing hide and 
seek with Pauline and Marjorie. They'd 
hide in the deep grass, or behind the trac- 
tor, or in the barn, and Friskie would come 
sniffing after them, looking everywhere. 
And when he found them, what a joyful 
reunion there would be! Even Pete the 
hired man, milking cows, thought the game 

was fun to watch—so long as Friskie didn’t 
run too close to his milk pails! 

Friskie had some interesting little hab- 
its, too. One of the best was the way he'd 
open the screen door to get out of the 
house. He was such a little fellow he 
couldn't possibly push the door open no 
matter how hard he tried; but he got out 
anyway! He did it by taking a running 
jump at the door, hitting it high up, then 
dropping to his feet and squeezing out be- 
fore it shut again. One day this little “trick” 
was to prove a real asset. 

It all happened one afternoon. Grand- 
mother and Mother and Marjorie and Paul- 


ine had gone to town. Daddy was out on 
the farm. The house was empty except for 
Friskie, who'd been left home much against 
his wishes. And all was quiet except for the 
crackling of the fire in the wood stove in 
the kitchen. 

The kitchen was so warm and cozy. The 
sputtering of the fire made a sleepy sound. 
Friskie stretched himself out on his mat, 
laid his head on his paws, cocked his ears 
for a minute, yawned comfortably, closed 
his eyes, and slept. 

But while he slept something terrible be- 
gan to happen. Because she wanted the 
house to be warm when she got back, 
Mother had put an extra large amount of 
wood in the range. Perhaps she left in a 
hurry and forgot to close the dampers. | 
don’t know just how it happened, but soon 
there was such a roar of burning in that 
fire as Friskie had never heard before. He 
stirred uneasily in his sleep. 

The fire burned hotter, and hotter still. 
It grew too hot; too hot for the flue and 
for the walls of the old farmhouse. 

Friskie awoke with a start. All the dog- 
gie hair on his neck stood straight up. 
Smoke! Flames where they shouldn't be! 
The kitchen on fire! Help! Help! 
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Friskie barked, and barked, and barked 
again. But nobody came. He remembered. 
Everybody had driven off and left him 
alone. 

He ran to the door. Somehow in the 
hurry of leaving it had been left ajar, but 
there was the screen door, and nobody to 
open it for him. He backed up, jumped, and 
it opened. Out in the open air, barking, 
yelping, running, looking for help. No one 
in the meadow, no one by the chicken house, 
no one behind the tractor—would anyone 
be in the barn? 

Time was wasting. The fire was getting 
worse all the time. He had to find some- 
body quick. Would Pete be milking the 
cows? 

Yes, there was Pete, sitting on his stool, 
a full pail beside him. Friskie ran up to 
him, barking, then turned and ran a few 
steps toward the house, then turned back 
again, still barking. 

But the hired man went on milking, 
with one eye on the dog and the other on 
that full bucket. “Friskie, ol’ boy,” he said, 


“you're sure living up to 
your mame today. But 
watch out for that pail of 
milk.” 

Friskie tried again, but 
the hired man only said, 
“No time for hide and seek now, little scamp. 
Too many cows to milk. Why don’t you go 
chase a jackrabbit?” 

Chase a jackrabbit with the house on 
fire? Friskie was beside himself. “How 
dumb can humans be?” he thought. In he 
came again, this time jumping right for the 
hired man’s legs, pulling on them, then 
jumping back toward the house; then doing 
it all again and again. 

At last Pete stopped milking. A sudden 
feeling of alarm swept over him. Friskie’s 
bark didn’t sound the same as usual. Maybe 
something was wrong. “Better go see,” he 
decided. 

In less time than it takes to tell, Pete 
followed Friskie out of the barn, across the 
yard, and into that burning house. Twist- 

To page 21 





While Friskie slept, the fire in the range got hotter and hotter. Flames began leaping from the holes. 
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THE LETTERS 
FROM THE HIDDEN VALLEY 


By KEITH MOXON 





CHAPTER 3: OF RAINBOWS AND CHASED-AWAY DEVILS 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 


Freckles and Picolo were attending school in Syd- 
ney, Australia, when letters came from Picolo’s father 
telling of strange happenings in the Hidden Valley of 
New Guinea. This valley had never been explored 
until a year or two before Picolo’s father went there 
On an inspection trip for the government. He saw a 
man doing a sword-swallowing trick with sugarcane, 
watched the natives cook in huge holes, and 
visited a heathen dance. Then the missionaries arrived. 
Picolo’s father was sure the Adventists would never 
get anywhere, but he was in for a surprise. 


Wabag Valley, New Guinea Highlands 
23 October, 1947 
DEAR SON: 

The missionaries are beginning to ar- 
rive one by one. The Adventist fellow, 
Maberly, is here with his wife and baby, 
and they are building quite a nice setup. 
They have an incompleted, grass-roofed 
church, and always seem to have somebody 
in it for their morning and evening wor- 
ships and Saturday services, even if they 
do come only out of curiosity. How the 
Adventist missionary’s wife can stand it 
amongst all these filthy people, isolated 
from other white women, I don’t know. 
I wouldn’t want your mother up here. 

It's going to be tough going for them, 
I'm afraid, what with their rigid ideas about 
their Sabbath day, unclean foods, no betel 
nut chewing, no tobacco, and what not. 
Maberly refuses to deal in tobacco with 


the natives. They prize it more than money, 
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as I have told you, and Maberly, I think, 
is foolish. He won't get anything done at 
all. He trades with tomahawks, razor blades, 
beads, salt, and the like, and has a few 
takers; but they are nearly driving him 
silly with their running off and not ful- 
filling their contracts. But they are getting 
things done slowly. 

The priest of another church seems to 
be getting along much better, but he uses 
tobacco freely for trade, of course, and his 
robes and the mysterious words and arm 
waving that he goes through in blessing 
the people impresses them more than poor 
old Maberly in his white suit and with his 
quiet smile. The priest’s mission has no 
lack of helpers, and they have quite a good 
showing. 

The natives have come and told us 
strange things. For instance, on the ques- 
tion of tobacco and betel nut, Maberly 
reads from the Bible, or Book belong God, 
or Book Tambu, as they call it, something 
about the body being the temple of God, 
and if any man defile the temple of God, 
God shall destroy him. Well, if that zs in 
the Bible, I guess he has something. Smok- 
ing and drinking and betel nut do defile 
your body, and if God did make us as they 
say, then I suppose that He would object 
to having His creation fouled up with 


























poisonous nicotine, alcohol, and so on. Well 
now, that’s quite a theological dissertation 
from your father, isn’t it! But seriously, 
son, I hope you'll never start smoking or 
drinking. You get in bondage to these 
things, and can’t give them up. Your 
mother is right about these things, and 
you mind her. 

But the whole area is being stirred with 
the arrival of the new religions, and I 
suppose of them all, the Adventists are 
stirring them the most. Certainly the oddest 
things are happening in connection with 
their work. Call it coincidence if you like, 
but lots of natives have been very impressed 
by them. 

For instance, the natives up here wor- 
ship Lipakap, the great snake spirit. They 
tell you that he reveals himself to man 
from time to time when he _ becomes 
thirsty. Then he will bend his multi-col- 
ored body beneath the clouds and drink 
his fill. When he has had enough, he dis- 
appears again. Of course, they are talking 
of what we know as the rainbow. 

Maberly was quite put out that they had 
turned what he called God's bow of love 
and promise into an omen of evil, a 
wicked serpent. So on Saturday, when some 
hundreds of them were gathered in his 
church, he told them the Bible story of the 
rainbow and how it was formed. Inci- 


Fearlessly the missionary’s wife would go to the angry, 
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dentally, the church manners of the natives 
here would shock you! The patrol officer 
says that it is just a bedlam in that grass 
church. They bring all their spears, toma- 
hawks, and smells into the church with 
them, talking loudly, laughing and making 
loud noises. They challenge the speaker 
every now and then, and burst out into 
loud raucous laughter at any tick of the 
clock, especially if Maberly and his wife 
start to sing! When they sail up onto the 
high notes in some hymn, the place is a 
riot, so I’m told. 

Maberly had a blackboard in the church, 
and on it he drew a large rainbow with 
colored chalk. The commotion was stilled 
as if by magic, and the natives whispered 
in awe, “Lipakap, Lipakap, {snake spirit, 
snake spirit]},” and listened solemnly while 
Maberly told them of the great sign of 
God’s mercy caused by the sun shining on 
the rain. 

Now here’s the odd thing. The natives 
tell me that that afternoon a wonderful 
thing occurred. Across the valley, arching 
directly over the mission, appeared an 
enormous rainbow, the size of which had 
never been seen before. The natives stood 
at their doorways, eyes uplifted, mouths 
open. The whole activity of the valley was 
stilled while the people told each other in 
whispers about the things the white mas- 
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ter had read to them out of the Book 
Tambu. They were still talking about it 
when I returned. A crowd gathered at the 
Adventist mission, surrounded Maberly and 
his wife, and with awe on their faces 
pointed toward the mighty rainbow, say- 
ing, 

“White man, the things you tell us must 
be true. The Great God has sent His rain- 
bow to confirm your words of the morn- 
ing. We shall come again to hear more.” 

Coincidence? Perhaps. But that’s not all. 
One of the leading chiefs in the area is 
telling of a dream he is having, a dream 
many times repeated of a great light shin- 
ing on him, and then moving over to the 
Adventist mission, while he follows be- 
hind. It’s a land of the strange and the 
weird up here all right, son. I'll be glad 
to get out of it. 

On the whole the natives are taking the 
idea of Christianity quite nicely, although 
many of the chiefs feel more at home with 
some of the other churches. They don’t 
have to change their ways too much in 
order to become converts, and the elabo- 
rate ritual appeals to them, for it is very 
much like their own. And I think they 
like the idea of going to a man who can 
forgive their sins, as their old witch doctor 
used to do. Maberly, on the other hand, 
is always pointing them to God and Christ 
in heaven above as the only one to whom 
they must go. At least that is what the 
natives tell me that have heard him preach. 
Maberly is a fine fellow. Every inch a man, 
and yet not powerfully built. He has a 
straightforward look in his eye, a calm, 
level way of planning things, and an ability 
to keep at a thing until it is done. A real 
servant of his Master, I might add, he and 
Mrs. Maberly both. If every minister and 
his wife had the principles that they have, 
a lot more of us would be religious. But 
there I go again. The next thing I'll be 
an Adventist! 

Well, I must away, son. The next letter 
will come from Lae, for I shall be power- 
fully busy from now until I leave. . 


_ Sincerely, 
DAD. 


The next letter did come from Lae as 
promised. But to the eager lad at the 
boarding school in Sydney, the exploits of 
the coast were tame compared to those of 
the highlands. His boyish heart had been 
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stirred by the challenge of the missions, 
and he often inquired as to how things 
were in the Hidden Valley, but to no avail. 
Other duties now claimed his father’s 
time, and he had lost contact with the 
highlands except for an occasional trickle 
of news that slow progress was being 
made. And then, about eighteen months 
later, came the letter from his father that 
was to satisfy his curiosity. This time 
the story was more than odd—it was al- 
most unbelievable. 
Lae, New Guinea 


DEAR SON: 

You have been asking for some time 
now as to how things are up in the Wabag 
—the Hidden Valley—and I haven't been 
able to tell you. Well, two weeks ago two 
police boys returned from the Wabag with 
an almost unbelievable story to tell. We 
took it all with a grain of salt at head- 
quarters, but when some rather odd re- 
ports began coming in from the district 
office, the administration felt it would be 
just as well if someone should pass casually 
through, and see what was doing. And 
the whole astonishing thing turned out 
to be true. 

It all centers around the SDA mission, 
and Maberly the missionary, although the 
results of the incident have spread to the 
far corners of the Wabag valley. 

It seems that the Adventists had been 
gradually breaking through with their gos- 
pel work, and a large number of the peo- 
ple were becoming interested in their 
message. I have never believed in devil 
possession before I heard this story, for I 
am of a most skeptical frame of mind; 
but I am now persuaded that devil posses- 
sion is real. 

For several weeks prior to the real 
trouble there had been great excitement 
among the tribes. Devil dances had been 
more frequent and visits to the mountains 
to talk with the ancestors had increased. 
Then one day a woman who had been 
showing an interest in the Adventist teach- 
ings suddenly charged onto the Adventist 
compound raving mad, or so she seemed. 
Her eyes stared wide, her face wore an 
expression of fury, and her teeth ground 
against one another. She rushed hither and 
thither charging at people, and Maberly 
concluded that she had gone out of her 
mind. His cookboy was angry at her be- 
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MORNING PRAYER 


By NONA KEEN DUFFY 


Thank you, God, for waking me 

With singing birds and streaming light; 
Thank you, God, for restful sleep 

And pleasant dreams throughout the night. 


Thank you, God, for happiness, 
For peace and joy without, within; 
Direct my footsteps and my thoughts 
And lead me in Thy way; Amen. 


eee 


cause her noise would waken the little 
Maberly children, and so he swore and 
cursed at her. Immediately he was thrown 
to the ground, beating the earth wildly 
with his arms and legs, his face contorted 
with the same awful fury that was on the 
face of the woman. Maberly thought the 
boy had become sunstruck, and calling other 
schoolboys and some teachers, they held 
him while cold water was sponged over 
him. The sweat was rolling off his body 
in great rivulets, and it required tremen- 
dous power to hold him down. After an 
hour had passed he became quiet and fi- 
nally came to, but could remember nothing. 

When he was more normal one of the 
other schoolboys laughed at him, and told 
him that he had gone “long-long,” or 
mad. Maberly felt a little suspicious of what 
it was by this time, and warned the boy not 
to joke about it, because the same thing 
might come upon him. It was just a matter 
of minutes when this same boy became 
possessed, and with face contorted and 
teeth grinding he rushed a mile down to 
the river, picked up a huge boulder, far 
heavier than he could lift normally, and 
then ran the mile back to the compound. 


He threw the stone down outside the door 
and then fell back exhausted. 

Other schoolboys that evening were sud- 
denly thrown to the ground, their bodies 
vibrating as they thrashed about, and they 
also were up and off to bring back some 
enormous weight to throw wildly about 
the compound. 

The whole valley now broke out with 
the same sort of displays. Huge logs were 
carried around, and the possessed people 
threw themselves about furiously. The na- 
tives themselves knew what it was. They 
told the District Officer: “The devil. The 
devil. The devil is angry. We have seen this 
before. The devil is angry!” 

Then a night of anxiety came to the 
mission. More schoolboys were affected, and 
people from the neighboring tribes went 
shouting and screaming through the night. 
The next day possessed natives came rush- 
ing past the mission periodically, waving 
tomahawks or large sticks, attempting to 
attack all whom they saw. In the midst of 
classes a very reliable boy charged out of 
his seat and ran outside on the lawn, where 
he went into the same thrashing move- 
ments. 

Maberly felt that he knew what to do 
this time, so he called the other boys, and 
the teachers, and they rushed to the boy, 
kneeled around him, and called on Jesus, 
asking Him to cast out the devil. While 
they prayed the boy became quiet, but as 
soon as they stopped praying, up he 
jumped and ran madly off, frothing at the 
mouth, pursuing all he found in his path. 

Day by day the thing grew and spread 
everywhere. All who were once possessed 
had a recurrence every three days for about 
twenty minutes, and after the attack there 
would be no memory of what had hap- 
pened. 

The next Saturday the Adventist meet- 
ings were broken up by possessed people 
suddenly rushing out of the church, scat- 
tering people in all directions. Maberly 
had at least twenty cases a day on his 
hands. Many had been severely wounded 
with axes or badly beaten by the maniacs. 
The mission laundry was wrecked, beams 
of timber were torn off the front veranda, 
and great rocks were hurled at the fragile 
grass house occupied by the missionary. 
Maberly spent his days rushing between 
the mad natives and those they were chas- 

To page 16 
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BUD’S BREAKFAST 


UD sat down to breakfast, a hungry 

gleam in his eye. “Please pass the corn 
flakes, Sis,” said he. 

Sis passed the box. Bud lifted it, and 
was at once suspicious that it felt too light. 
He tipped it, gently at first, and nothing 
came out. He tipped it some more, till the 
box was upside down, but still nothing 
came out, except a few crumbs. 

Alarmed, he turned it back up and 
peered inside. Empty! 

Visions of sitting breakfastless and hun- 
gry in school passed fearsomely before 
him. 

“Sis,” he gasped, “is there nothing for 
breakfast?” 

“You can look in the cupboard,” Sis re- 
plied. “I think there's more there.” 

Bud dashed for the cupboard. 

Happy day! There was another box of 


Kellogg’s Corn Flakes on the shelf. soon @ a 


he was munching happily. 

Scenes like this are repeated something 
like five million times every day at break- 
fast tables around the world. For that’s 
how many boxes of Kellogg’s cereals are 
emptied every day. 

These pictures show some of the steps in 
the making of corn flakes in the big factory 
in Battle Creek, Michigan. 

You will be interested to know that the 
man who invented Kellogg’s Corn Flakes, 
Mr. W. K. Kellogg, grew up in a Seventh- 
day Adventist home. His father was one of 
the early ministers. His brother was, for a 
while, the most important doctor in the 
church. Will had an Adventist school- 
teacher, and later worked for some time in 
an Adventist sanitarium. However, he was 
not a church member himself. 


The central Kellogg factory, in Battle Creek, Michigan. There are factories in seven other countries. 














Cooking. Each of these pressure cook- 
ers processes 1,800 pounds of corn and 
eighty gallons of flavoring at a time, 
enough for three thousand packages. 
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Toasting. After cooking, the dough is NM. ha ; 


dried, flaked, and toasted a delicious 
golden brown. The recipe for the syrup 
flavoring is a closely guarded secret. 
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PHOTOS, BILL TREADWELL, LFO BURNETT 











AY. ats Beets 
Inspecting. These vigilant ladies are gazing at 4 rpreraeat 
miles and miles of crisp, crackly flakes, to be me = cs 
sure not one burned or blackened crumb gets by. 


Boxing some five million packages every day re- 
quires a lot of printed paper—enough in a year 
to run a good-sized newspaper a thousand years! 
Packing is done automatically, each machine mak- 
ing and filling about seventy-five boxes a minute. 








It all seemed so funny—afterward! 


T HAPPENED on Wednesday. It in- 

volved two footballs. It began at three 
o'clock in the afternoon. The day was warm 
and a little sultry. Overhead was a layer 
of clouds, and there was no breeze. 

Cal walked up the driveway to his house 
carrying the football, while inside Bud was 
making a telephone call. 

Bud had just taken from his savings the 
purchase price of a football he had been 
admiring for about six months. Now he 
called. Yes, the store manager said it was 
still there. 

A few minutes later Bud was at the 
store. He returned home at four-thirty, 
carrying the handsome new football. Cal 
was inside, now, washing his own football 
before putting it away, but when Cal was 
through, it looked much like a new one. 

He put it in the hallway when the tele- 
phone rang. He went to answer it. Bud 
walked into the house carrying his new foot- 
ball. He was proud of it and anxious to 
show it to Cal, but Cal was still on the 
phone. 

He dropped it in front of his room, in 
the hallway, and went into the kitchen for 
something to eat. 

Cal returned the receiver to its cradle 
and started down the hallway. He picked 
up a football and went to his room. 

Bud returned a few moments later with 
a jam sandwich, already making plans be- 
tween bites for the big game that night. 
Glancing down the hall he noticed that his 
new football must have rolled several feet. 
He picked it up and dropped it into a 
cloth bag, and tossed the bag and ball into 
his closet. Then he sat down to get his 
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FOOTBALL FOLLY 


homework done in the least time possible. 

Cal, meanwhile, in his own room, put [ 
away the football he had picked up without 
looking at it, and lay on the bed for a few | 
minutes. He yawned and reached over for 
a book, also planning to get his homework 
finished as soon as possible. 

Bud, at the game that evening, took the 
football out of the cloth 
sack. The other players 
glanced at it. “Hey—that 
old thing doesn’t look any 
better than mine. I thought 
you said you were going to 
bring a brand spanking- 
new one to the game 
tonight.” 

Bud stared at the foot- 
ball. He felt his face red- 
den. He could see now that 
he must have been tricked. 
The football was worn in 
spots, and had a cut on one 
side. A good hard kick 
might force the bladder out 
through the slit in the 
cover, and another kick 
would finish it off. 

He stared up at the ac- 
cusing eyes about him. 

“But I 4 

“Here—we can use 
mine,” Red said, pulling 
up another football. The 
team glanced at Bud for a 
































Cal leaped from the bed and 
dived at Bud, his hands closing Ss 
into fists. Bud staggered back. 
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By TOMMY TUCKER 


moment, then turned their backs on him. 

Bud stared at the football in his hand, and 
a look of anger slowly spread across his face. 
Under his breath he muttered, “That Cal—” 

Cal, finishing up his homework, headed 
out to the vacant lot, found a few more 
fellows, and began to play catch with the 
football. 


“This is a great football,” one of the 
older boys said suddenly. “When did you 
get it?” 

“Had it a long time—it just looks good 
because I washed it up,” Cal said. “Ac- 
tually it’s about worn out.” 

“That's not true,” the boy said suddenly. 
“This is a brand-new football. What are 
you holding out on us for?” 

“It’s not!” Cal said. “It’s a couple years 
old.” 

“Yeah, sure—look, the price tag’s still 
on!” 

Cal took a deep breath. “I've had that 
ball for a couple years,” he said, shouting 
across the vacant lot. “Now quit wasting 
time. Let’s play!” 

Bill caught the ball and slung it to Cal. 
Cal in turn sent it flying to another boy. 
“You don’t have to lie,’ Bill said, while 
they waited for the ball. “After all, it’s 
your business if you'd rather buy an ex- 
pensive football instead of helping out the 
club by paying your dues.” 

“I don’t have any money right now. I 

To page 20 
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WHERE TO FIND WILD ANIMALS 


By HARRY J. BAERG 


Answering question 1. Name fifteen species of wild animals that you have ob- 
served and can identify out of doors, not more than ten of which are in captivity. 


MV HONOR 


Mammals are the creatures we 
usually refer to as animals. 
Actually the word “animal” 
includes all forms of life that 
are not plants. Insects, birds, 
starfish, and snakes are all 
animals, but none of these are 
mammals. Mammals are warm-blooded ani- 
mals that nurse their young. Most of them 
have hair on their body, none have feathers. 
The armadillos and pangolins have armor, 
but they also have a few hairs. Only two of 
them, the platypus and the spiny anteater of 
Australia, lay eggs. 

There is a great variation among mam- 
mals. Your dog and cat are typical, but 
there are also such extreme forms as the 
whales, seals, and dolphins that appear to 
have no legs and spend all their time in 
the water. The bats that fly like birds and 
the moles that spend most of their lives 
underground are also mammals. There are 
giants among them, like the blue whale and 
the elephant, but there are also pygmies, 
like some of the little shrews that fit com- 
fortably into a thimble. 

The easiest place to find mammals is in 
the zoo. There they cannot get away. In 
the zoo we can become familiar with the 
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IN MAMMALS 


appearance of different mammals, but we 
cannot learn much of their habits. The 
same is true of a museum. You can see a 
lot of animals mounted and can learn to 
distinguish one from another, but the live 
animal in its native woods is a different 
thing. 

On a recent short hike we saw twenty- 
four different species of birds and three 
different species of mammals. There were 
not many more kinds of birds in the area, 
for the birds are easily seen. 

Most mammals sleep in the daytime and 
come out only at dusk. Tree squirrels 
and ground squirrels are exceptions. The 
three mammals we saw on the hike were a 
red squirrel, a ground hog, and a chipmunk. 
In the area where we hiked there were 
also bears, deer, bobcats, coyotes, rabbits, 
mink, weasels, porcupine, muskrats, skunks, 
ground squirrels, mice, bats, shrews, and 
pocket gophers. Almost all of these mam- 
mals are hunted either by man or by other 
animals and birds, and because of this they 
are shy and timid. Some may have seen us 
go by, but most of them were alseep. 

How do I know that they were in the 
area? By signs. To know mammals one 
must learn the sign language of nature. 
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The print of a narrow cloven hoof in the 
path told of the passing of a deer. In the 
soft mud of a hollow there was the broad 
imprint of a beat’s foot showing the claws. 
A young pine near the path with the bark 
cut away near the top told of the presence 
of a porcupine in the neighborhood. Snarl- 
ing in the bushes near there on a previous 
hike informed me of the bobcat family, 
and fresh mounds of earth gave informa- 
tion on pocket gophers. Many of the other 
animals I knew from previously having 
seen either them or their tracks in the 
winter snow. Snow is a faithful historian 
recording all the adventures that take place 
on it, for those who can read its language. 

We must not expect to see too much on 
one hike. Those who have really learned 
to understand mammals have had to almost 
live with them. It is well to remember 
that the large animals especially are not 
so plentiful that we can expect to see 
them every time. When we do happen to 
see them it is just our good fortune, unless 
we have trailed them, at which times skill 
has also played a part. 

By practice we learn 
that different animals 
choose different places 
to live. Tree squirrels 
will seldom be seen in 
the open and ground 
squirrels will seldom be 
found in dense woods. 
Coyotes on the other 
hand may be in the 
open, in the woods, on 
the plain, or high in 
the mountains. So will 
weasels and other hunt- 
ers that live on a variety 
of other animals and 
birds. 

_ When I pass outcrop- y, KS 
pings of rock on a hill- ‘ss i AS 
side I have learned to 3 
look for a ground hog 
sunning himself. When 
I pass a rock slide in the 
mountains I listen for 
the high-pitched squeak 
of a pika. A winding 
trail in the woods may 
disclose a deer or bear 


A winding trail may lead 
to a bear hunting supper. 


HARRY J. BAERG, ARTIST 





around a bend. When ground squirrel or 
pocket gopher diggings are plentiful I look 
not only for their owners, but also for signs 
of coyotes, foxes, or badgers. Long grass 
often hides the runways of field mice, and 
old cabins or rocky crevices are the favorite 
homes of wood rats. A little experience will 
soon tell you where to look for the different 
mammals in your community. 

The Master Guide Manual lists some 
books that are helpful to one who is in- 
terested in learning about mammals. Mam- 
mals of North America, by Victor C. Caha- 
lane is another excellent one. It gives full 
life histories of all the American mammals 
and is well worth the cost of $7.50. Field 
Guide to the Mammals, by Burt, in the 
Peterson Field Guide Series, shows color 
plates of all the important American mam- 
mals, but it has very little information on 
the animals. Dr. E. S. Booth’s How to 
Know the Mammals has line drawings, 
more descriptive matter, and a large sec- 
tion on how to photograph and preserve 
mammals. Both include range maps. 
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These range maps are important, for 
mammals are inclined to stay put and not 
migrate as far as do birds. A look at the 
maps will show us what species we can 
expect to find in our area. Some guides 
also show pictures of the tracks of most 
species. These are also helpful to the be- 
ginner in solving some of the mysteries 
written in the snow. 

Do not be discouraged about learning 
to know mammals if you live in a city. 
You may have the privilege of visiting 
zoos and museums that many country chil- 
dren would envy. Remember too that va- 
cant lots, creek banks, and the outskirts 
of town are the homes of many mammals. 


(To be continued ) 


The Letters From the Hidden 
Valley 


From page 9 


ing, and taking the tomahawks or axes 
from their hands. It was nothing less than 
a miracle that the fellow wasn't harmed. 
These tribespeople are powerfully built, 
and Maberly was no match for them physi- 
cally. Strangely enough, they never touched 
him, although they threatened. Even his 
wife, Leila, brave little woman, did the 
same thing when he was absent from the 
station, disarming those savage highland 
people beside whom she looked slight in- 
deed. 


The most unfortunate result of the oc- 
curence was that the Adventists were los- 
ing their prestige. Maberly was endeavor- 
ing to cast out the devils like the disciples 
of old, by calling on the name of Jesus 
and commanding them in that name to 
depart. It would not be correct to say that 
nothing happened, for the crazed people 
became quiet while they prayed, but it was 
not lasting. As soon as the praying stopped, 
the contortions would return, and the wild, 
reckless running would begin again. Poor 
Maberly! His religion was a failure, it 
seemed. His God had let him down, or 
so the natives said. The devils seemed to 
be stronger than the God of heaven. 


Then the tide turned in a very miracu- 
lous way. It seems that Maberly’s houseboy, 
Lamprick, was going under with his third 
attack. He had flung himself to the lawn 
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and was beginning to thrash about. This 
time Maberly had a new method. He ran 
to Lamprick, and falling on his knees be- 
side him, he put his mouth close to the boy's 
ear and shouted, “Lamprick! Lamprick! You 
can pray. Say Jesus! Call on Jesus your- 
self! Say Jesus!” 

Lamprick was a promising boy, and had 
frequently prayed. His eyes wide and star- 
ing, the boy looked at the missionary, and 
then shook his head No. Maberly grasped 
the boy and commanded half fiercely and 
half anxiously, “Lamprick! Say Jesus! Say 
it! Jesus! Jesus! Say i!” Once again a re- 
fusal, and now the possession was taking 
hold strongly. Frantically now, Maberly 
took the boy and shook and pounded him, 
then slapped him back into consciousness. 
His own eyes staring, and his face damp 
with perspiration, the missionary shouted 
more fiercely into the boy’s ear, “Lamprick! 
Say Jesus! Say Jesus; you must! SAY 
JESUS; YOU MUST!” The natives now 
gathered around told our police boys that 
somehow the cloud of madness that hung 
over Lamprick’s eyes was pierced by the 
voice of the missionary. He began making 
a strange, unintelligible grunting, which, 
repeated over and over, gradually took on 
the sound of the word “Jesus.” 

At the first clear sound of the name 
Jesus, Lamprick sat up, and the awful thing 
that had fastened itself upon him fled 
away. 

The little group of onlookers stood pet- 
rified with amazement. Maberly steadied 
the boy with his arm, and then asked 
kindly: “Lamprick, why wouldn’t you say 
the Name?” 

“Master,” the boy said weakly, “I wanted 
to say the Name, but my mouth would not 
frame the words until you forced it out 
of me.” 

The natives say that Maberly stood to 
his feet with a new light in his eye. He 
gave instruction to all the mission boys 
that as soon as anyone showed signs of 
possession they were to rush to them and 
exhort them to call on Jesus. No mortal 
on earth or saint in heaven was to call 
for them. They must call, and call to the 
Saviour direct. 

That was the turn of the tide. All who 
were caught before going off and who 
called on the name of Jesus were delivered, 
every one. As soon as they saw them go- 
ing under, Maberly and his loyal helpers 
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would rush to them, charging them to call 
on Jesus themselves. Victory after victory! 

Son, I confess that as I heard these 
things my heart felt strangely affected. It 
was true—the testimony of a multitude of 
eyewitnesses proved that. There were even 
isolated cases when I was there. But what 
modern miracle was this? You only read of 
things like this in the Bible. You never ex- 
pect them in the twentieth century. Is 
there something more than meets the eye 
in this Adventist religion? 

The natives say that the possessed from 
all around the mission, as soon as they felt 
the tremors coming on, would rush to the 
mission station, would be helped to call 
upon the name of Jesus, and be immediately 
freed. Teachers and students at the mis- 
sion began to help each other and those 
that came for help. Soon the name of Jesus 
was on every lip. Over and over the native 
police heard it said: “Jesus. Jesus. Jesus 
keru {strong}. Timank keru da {devil not 
strong}.” 

Then when Maberly was called away 
into the hills for a week, the tribespeople 
helped one another to call on Jesus, and 
the great work of deliverance went on. 
Back in the surrounding hills, where the 
mission had not penetrated, reports came 
that natives were calling on the name of 
Jesus and being delivered. The result is 
that tribes everywhere are asking for Ad- 
ventist teachers to come and tell them about 
the God of heaven, and about Jesus Christ, 
including some influential chiefs who were 
leaning toward the more ritualistic idea of 
Christianity. 

That's how it goes in the Hidden Valley, 
son. Odd? Yes, indeed. As I said before, 
I must admit that I am persuaded that 
devil possession is real, and to be strictly 
honest with myself, I must admit that I 
am persuaded that Jesus Christ told no lies 
when He said to His followers, “Lo, I am 
with you alway, even unto the end of the 
world.” You see, I do remember something 
from my Sunday school days. 

And the Adventists themselves have me 
thinking. The odd way in which they got 
their land, the strange visitation of the 
rainbow, and now this. And yes, the strong, 
clean bodies of their followers are a won- 
der, as are the white teeth free from betel- 
nut stain, the clothed bodies, the happy 
smiles, the tidy homes, and the peaceful 
ways. Most of the other denominations dis- 


like them intensely, but to your dear dad's 
funny old brain, it seems that he has seen 
more signs of Heaven’s favor on these folks 
than on any of the others, and that’s not 
disparaging their good work one iota. Any- 
way it makes one think. 

I feel happy for the Adventists. They 
seem to have made a good beginning. And 
I knew that you would be glad to hear how 
everything turned out. 

I may be back in Australia on leave 
soon. I am due for some about September, 
but I will have to let you know later. I 
am proud of your results in the exams. 

Love from 
DAD. 
(The end) 


When God Answered Abidoni 
From page 3 


too, but I have a hard time keeping food in 
my own and my old wife’s stomach. I can- 
not hoe big gardens like I used to.” 

“That is all right, Gogo,” Abidoni had 
assured the kind old grandfather. “I'll be 
very glad for the mat. It will keep my blan- 
ket clean, if I have the good luck to get 
one.” 

But here he was—only a few days from 
the opening of school—still with no blanket. 
Looking off toward the retreating figure 
of old Mankwala, a thought struck Abi- 
doni: Old Mankwala was always talking 
about prayer. He always was saying, “I have 
been praying.” 

Abidoni had felt impatient a little, at 
that. Why pray, he argued, when you can 
do something about it? But Abidoni had 
tried all the vacation to find work of some 
kind to help him earn money. 

The estates demanded that he work on 
the Sabbath. To get a job on a farm meant 
the same thing. 

If he got a job as houseboy, he worked 
seven days a week. As a cookboy it was even 
worse. He'd tried selling garden stuff at 
the market, but the drought came and the 
garden dried up. He'd tried to get fish from 
the lake to sell, but the people were too 
poor to buy. 

Suddenly Abidoni decided that he'd try 
to pray. He'd said prayers at night, as he 
was taught to do at the mission. But he’d 
never prayed for anything special. Slowly 
the lad got up and started off into the bush. 
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horses, hens, goats, dogs, and coy- 
otes ... all kind of animals. 

Every child loves stories about our 
MALS, furred and feathered friends. 
In each of these fine books the authors 
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AN IMALS in honesty, kindness, unselfishness, 

and obedience. With these books, 

children learn while reading ex- 
citing stories they will come 
back to again and again. 


PESTIFEROUS PETS 
by Inez Brasier 
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The stories of the hen, the pup, and 
the goat will keep children en- 

thralled for hours while teaching im- 
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GRAY GHOSTS 
by Harry J. Baerg 


The three stories in this book about 
coyotes will hold the young read- 

er’s attention from beginning to end. 
The author, who is also an artist 
and naturalist, really knows his 
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Daisy is a particular kind of 

farm horse. She belongs to some wide- 
awake farm children, who, along 
with their work, have a lot of fun. $2.00 
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He'd go far away from the village, so he 
could talk aloud and concentrate on this 
praying business without any little boys lis- 
tening curiously. Finally he came to a place 
he knew about, far off the beaten path, 
where a gigantic rock thrust itself up high 
out of the ground. Slipping behind it, Abi- 
doni knelt, and began to concentrate on 
how to pray for special things. 

Suddenly he remembered something he'd 
heard old Mankwala say about it. 

“You're purely wasting your time to pray 
if there’s any meanness in your heart. If 
you've got anything there hid away, the 
Lord’s sure to see it, until He can’t even 
hear your prayer.” 

Suddenly Abidoni jumped up. Last week 
he’d sneaked over and taken a great yellow 
papaya that was on the tree of Bambo Ci- 
konda. He’d sneaked off in the bush and 
eaten every bit of it, even though he knew 
it wasn’t his to take. He’d heard them talk- 
ing about it later, and he'd crept back to 
his hut ashamed. 

He had heard Bambo Cikonda talking to 
his father about it. “It isn’t for me that 
I'm sorry, but the old mother has no teeth 
and she’s been watching that papaya ripen 
all these weeks.” 

Now, here Abidoni stood in the shadow 
of the mighty rock and realized that a pa- 
paya was big enough to stand between him 
and the great God high in the heavens. 

Slowly he retraced his steps until he got 
almost to Bambo Cikonda’s house. Then he 
remembered that there were big papayas 
on trees in the next village. He had a few 
pennies in his hut. He'd go and buy one. 
Then he would not have a face of shame 
when he went to the home of Bambo Ci- 
konda. 

Two hours later he stood again in the 
shadow of the big rock. The papaya, as big 
as, yes, even bigger than, the one he had 
stolen, had been bought for a_ precious 
“tickie’—or a three-penny piece—he had 
earned the week before grubbing tough 
bushes out of the stream garden. Now, 
that sin was graciously forgiven by Bambo 
Cikonda; the old gogo was sitting in the 
warm sun on a mat, smacking her lips over 
the juicy yellow flesh of the sweet ripe 
fruit. 

Just then Abidoni remembered something 
else. Something he had almost forgotten. 
After he had returned from Malamulo at 
the beginning of the summer his father had 


asked him to help him clear the garden 
one day. But he hadn’t wanted to work just 
then. His legs were still weary from the 
long journey home from school, and he felt 
a little angry at being asked to work so 
soon. So he had pretended to have a bad 
stomach and lay on the mat all day, groan- 
ing whenever anyone came near. It had 
been harder work to lie there pretending 
than if he had gone and worked. Somehow 
he couldn’t pray until he had made things 
right with his father. Slowly Abidoni 
turned his footsteps back toward his vil- 
lage. 

An hour later, when he had returned to 
the rock, the shadows of night were falling. 
He'd have to hurry this praying, and old 
Bambo Mankwala had said, “Don’t pray in 
a hurry!” 

But the sky seemed so clear now between 
Abidoni and God! He felt so light that he 
could almost walk on the suds of the soap, 
when it was lathered greatly in rain water. 
So he knelt there and prayed happily for 
God to help him find a way to go to school. 

When he arose from his knees he real- 
ized it wasn’t very safe to cut across the bush. 
At twilight the wild beasts were often 
abroad, hungry and bold. So Abidoni went 
out of the way to a seldom used road that 
trucks took occasionally when they were 
gathering wheat from the villages. This 
would be safer than the bush, though no 
place was very safe at this hour. As he ap- 
proached the road his attention was drawn 
to what looked like a dirty piece of brown 
paper that had blown under the edge of a 
big rock. 

Since no one in his village had even a 
square inch of paper from year’s end to 
year’s end, he was curious. He reached un- 
der the edge of the rock where it was ly- 
ing, almost covered with leaves and twigs, 
blown there no doubt in wind and rain, 
probably a long time before. 

It was a long, sodden brown envelope. 
All he could make out was that it was from 
somewhere in faraway Mozambique. Curi- 
ously he opened it. Inside, carefully folded, 
were three one-pound notes, unharmed, 
kept by the thick paper from mold and rot. 
It was a wonder that the white ants had 
not found it. A glad thrill filled Abidoni’s 
heart. The God of heaven had saved this 
for him—yes—for him to go to Malamulo 
to school. He wouldn’t have found it if he 
hadn’t made so many things right before he 
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prayed. For it had taken just long enough so 
he had to come back in the dark, and that 
meant he had to come this way along the 
little-used road, where he found the an- 
swer to his prayer. 

With a light heart he started to run to- 
ward home. He knew he'd never find the 
owner of the money, for in the wheat sea- 
son many trucks from many places in Mo- 
zambique came along this road. But on the 
way to the village he stopped at a store. 
Here, for half of one of the pounds, he 
bought a warm brown blanket, woven in 
India, and goods for trousers and a shirt 
for nearly as much as the blanket. The 
tailor, behind his Singer sewing machine on 
the porch of the store, was busy already 
fashioning the clothes, so he could take 
them the next day at noon to Malamulo. 

His heart was light and glad. He had 
called on the Lord—and the Lord had an- 
swered. 





Football Folly 
From page 13 


told you I'd pay my dues next week,” Cal 
said. 

“Okay. But how did you get the ball 
without any money?” Bill demanded. 

“I've had the old thing for months, Bill,” 
Cal said with the utmost patience. “You've 
played with it before.” 

“Sure, sure,” Bill laughed. “You expect 
me to believe that?” 

That evening Cal arrived home first. He 
looked the ball over and admitted that it 
was not his. But where had he gotten it? 

He turned into bed later, before Bud 
arrived home from the game. 

When Bud reached home he was in a 
flaming anger. He dashed through the door, 
only nodded to his parents, raced up the 
stairs, ran down the hallway, and burst into 
Cal’s room. 

“Okay—where is it?” he shouted. 

Cal started. He turned over, still half 
asleep. “What?” he asked, yawning. 

“The football. Where is it? That was a 
mean trick you played on me. The fellows 
were all expecting the new ball and you 
had to go and butt into my business. I'd 
sure like to whack you a couple!” 

Cal sat up. “What football?” he asked. 

“My football!” Bud shouted. Then he 
turned and went into Cal's closet. He 
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picked up his football. “See, you had it 
right here!” There was a pause while he 
examined the ball. “You got it all messed 
up, too. What did you do—play with it?” 

“Of course,” Cal said. “And what did you 
do with my football?” 

“What did I do?” Bud took a deep 
breath, his eyes standing out with anger. 
“What did I do? What could I do when 
you switched balls on me?” 

“I did not switch them!” Cal shouted 
back. He leaped up from the bed and 
dived at Bud. 

Bud staggered and fell and Cal was on 
top of him immediately. 

Dad rushed up the stairs, taking two at 
a time, and burst into the room. He de- 
manded to know what they thought they 
were doing, but they were too busy to hear 
his questions, and, anyway, it was pretty 
obvious what they were doing. 

He pulled them apart and they just about 
swung on him before they realized who 
he was. 


“Oh—Dad.” 
“Ah, hi, Dad,” Cal said. He grinned 
sheepishly. 


Dad stared at them. “What are you two 
mad about now?” He paused. “You could’ve 
wrecked a lot of furniture, you know. In 
any case you've overturned the waste- 
basket there,” he thrust out a finger, “and 
there is a rip in the bedspread,” another 
thrust, “and over there that lamp is knocked 
over, and if it’s broken, you boys’ll have 
to fix it or pay for its repair. This isn’t a 
boxing ring,” he concluded. “And I've told 
you before not to fight here.” 

“But Dad—he 4 

“That’s enough,” Dad said. “Now I want 
some peace and quiet. You two boys try 
to act civilized—for once. Oh, Cal, your 
lip’s bleeding. Better wipe it off before 
it drips on the rug.” 

He took one more look at them and 
turned toward the door, went down the stairs, 
and everything was quiet. 

Without a word the boys stared with 
fiery hatred at each other, and then Bud, 
picking up the ball, went toward his room. 
A few minutes later Cal's ball was slung 
into his room, bounced on the bed and 
rolled madly about the floor. 

Cal snatched it and bared his teeth. 

Next morning Cal dressed quickly. 

Bud met him in the hallway, but they 
didn’t look at each other. They both started 

















down the stairs. They sat down at the 
table. Neither ate. 

Mom looked at them with concern, but 
she didn’t say anything. 

“Aren't you boys going to eat?” Dad 
asked finally. 

“Not hungry,” Cal said. 

Bud said nothing. 

“If you two are still angry about what 
happened yesterday, I don’t think you de- 
serve to eat,’ commented Dad. 

There was a long silence. Then Dad 
glanced up again. “Say, just what was it 
this time that got you all heated up?” 

Bud took a deep breath but lacked the 
courage. Cal tried, but failed. Bud sum- 
moned all the courage available and be- 
gan. “He stole my new football. I prom- 
ised the fellows I'd bring it for the big 
game.” 

“Couldn’t you use your old one?” Dad 
asked. 

“We did,” Bud said. “Cal’s. He switched 
footballs with me, so when I took his old 
one down there it was about to fall apart. 
We used someone else’s old thing.” 

Dad turned to Cal. “Why did you switch 
the balls?” 

“I didn’t. I didn’t have anything to do 
with it. I didn’t know it was any ball but 
my own until after we played awhile on 
the vacant lot out back.” 

Dad looked from one to the other. 

It took a few minutes of detective work 
that would have put Sherlock Holmes to 
shame, but Dad came up with the answer. 
He explained how the balls had been mixed 
up. 

P Well, boys, am I right or not?” he asked, 
smiling. 

“I—I guess so,” Bud said with reluc- 
tance. 

Cal grinned. “Sure, Sherlock!” 

Dad smiled, and his face grew a little 
bit redder. “Well now, I suggest that you 
two make up and 4 

“After he hit me?” Cal asked. 

Bud turned up his nose. 

“Look boys, let’s try not to act like wild 





animals, shall we?” Mom patiently smiled. 

Dad continued: “Okay now. Smile at 
each other and the incident is closed.” 

Cal tried but a smirk appeared. Bud 
grew angry at this. “Hey—hey!” Dad 
shouted. “Easy now.” 

Bud smiled, made it, and Cal in turn. 
Then something funny happened. Suddenly 
the whole situation was hysterically amus- 
ing, and the two burst out with laughter. 
Dad joined in. 

“How—how we could get so mad— 
over just a little—mistake!” Bud gasped. 

Cal laughed harder. 

And Dad fairly boomed. 

The incident was closed. 


Friskie to the Rescue 
From page 5 


ing the kitchen faucets he filled potful after 
panful to hurl on the blaze. In seconds the 
kitchen was an awful mess, but the fire was 
out. 

What a sight met their eyes when the 
family came home! Everyone was too con- 
cerned even to notice little Friskie—until 
Pete told the story. They were very grate- 
ful to Pete, but as for Friskie, they nearly 
smothered the little chap to death. Such 
petting he'd never had in all his happy life, 
and such a supper as would befit a king’s 
pup. 

I'm sure Friskie thought it was all very 
nice, but I can almost hear him saying, 
“Aw, come on now, I didn’t do anything! 
Any dog would have done as much for 
nice people like you.” 

And then, with a leap that took him our 
through the screen door, he barked, full of 
fun, “Come on, you little girls. If you love 
me, let’s play hide and seek.” 








COVER PICTURE by A. Devaney. Story il- 
lustrations not otherwise credited are by John 
Gourley. 
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X—Angels Who Ministered to Christ 


(DECEMBER 3) 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


READ THE LESSON TEXTS: (Matthew 2:1, 2, 


9-20). 

LEARN THE MEMORY VERSE: “Behold, angels 
came and ministered unto him” (Matthew 
4:11). 


Guiding Thought 


“Before He came to the earth, Jesus was the 
Commander of the angel hosts. The brightest 
and most exalted of the sons of the morning 
heralded His glory at the creation. They veiled 
their faces before Him as He sat upon His 
throne. They cast their crowns at His feet, and 
sang His triumphs as they beheld His greatness. 

“Yet this glorious Being loved the poor sinner, 
and took upon Him the form of a servant, that 
He might suffer and die for us... . 

“He chose to leave His station of high com- 
mand, to leave the angels who loved Him. The 
adoration of the heavenly throng He chose to 
exchange for mockery and abuse by wicked 
men. From love to us, He accepted a life of 
hardship and a death of shame.’—Christ Our 
Saviour, pp. 10, 11. 


SUNDAY 


The Angels Who Heralded Christ’s Birth 


1. Find Luke 2:8, 9. On the night of the birth 
of the infant Jesus, who were out in the fields 
near Bethlehem, and how were their quiet medi- 
tations suddenly interrupted? 

2. Read verses 10-12. What message of great 
joy did the angel of the Lord give these humble, 
God-fearing shepherds? 

3. Read verses 13-15. What beautiful message 
in music were these shepherds privileged to 
hear? 


NoTE.—"The priests and rulers among the 
Jews were not ready to welcome Jesus. They 
knew that the Saviour was soon to come, but 
they expected Him to be a mighty king who 
would make them rich and great. They were 
too proud to think of the Messiah as being a 
helpless child. 
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“So when Christ was born, God did not re- 
veal it to them. He sent the glad news to some 
shepherds who kept their flocks on the hills 
around Bethlehem. These were good men, and 
as they watched their sheep by night, they talked 
together about the promised Saviour, and prayed 
so earnestly for His coming that God sent bright 
messengers from His own throne of light to 


teach them.”—Christ Our Saviour, p. 11. 
For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
47, pars. 2-4; p. 48, par. 1. 


MONDAY 


The Angel Star That Guided the Wise 


4. Find Matthew 2:1, 2. What prompted cer- 
tain Wise Men from the East to make the long 
journey to Jerusalem at the time of Christ’s 
birth? 


Men 


NOTE.—'The wise men had seen a mysterious 
light in the heavens upon that night when the 
glory of God flooded the hills of Bethlehem. As 
the light faded, a luminous star appeared, and 
lingered in the sky. It was not a fixed star 
nor a planet, and the phenomenon excited the 
keenest interest. That star was a distant company 
of shining angels, but of this the wise men 
were ignorant. Yet they were impressed that 
the star was of special import to them... . 

“As by faith Abraham went forth at the call 
of God, ‘not knowing whither he went’ (Heb. 
11:8); as by faith Israel followed the pillar 
of cloud to the Promised Land, so did these 
Gentiles go forth to find the promised Saviour.” 
—The Desire of Ages, p. 60. 


5. Read verses 9 and 10. After the Wise Men 
had had an audience with Herod, to what place 
did the star of angels lead them? 


For The Desire 
p. 59. 


further reading: of Ages, 


TUESDAY 


How the Angels Protected Jesus in His Baby- 
hood 


6. Find Matthew 2:13. Who appeared to Jo- 














seph soon after the birth of Jesus with a warn- 
ing of danger? 

7. Read verse 16. What cruel edict of King 
Herod’s did the infant Jesus escape because 
Joseph obeyed the angel? 

8. Read verses 19 and 20. When Herod died 
and the threat of danger was over, who appeared 
to Joseph with instructions to return to the 
land of Israel? 


NOTE.—"Joseph, who was still in Egypt, was 
now bidden by an angel of God to return to 
the land of Israel. Regarding Jesus as the heir 
of David's throne, Joseph desired to make his 
home in Bethlehem; but learning that Archelaus 
reigned in Judea in his father’s stead, he feared 
that the father’s designs against Christ might be 
carried out by the son. . . . Again Joseph was 

3 directed to a place of safety. He returned to 
Nazareth, his former home, and here for nearly 
thirty years Jesus dwelt.’—The Desire of Ages, 
p. 66. 

For further 

p. 64. 


reading: The Desire of Ages, 


WEDNESDAY 


The Angels Who Helped Him in the Wilderness 

9. Find Matthew 4:1, 2. Through what trying 
experience did Jesus pass after His baptism in 
the Jordan? 

10. Read verse 11, first half. After Satan had 
unsuccessfully tried to tempt Him to deny God, 
what did he do? 

11. Read verse 11, second half. When the devil 
left Jesus, who came to Him and what did they 
do for their beloved Commander? 


Angels formed the star that the Wise Men followed. 



















































































NoTE.— "After the foe had departed Jesus 
fell exhausted to the earth, with the pallor of 
death upon His face. The angels of heaven had 
watched the conflict, beholding their loved Com- 
mander as He passed through inexpressible suf- 
fering to make a way of escape for us. He had 
endured the test, greater than we shall ever be 
called to endure. The angels now ministered to 
the Son of God as He lay like one dying. He 
was strengthened with food, comforted with the 
message of His Father's love and the assurance 
that all heaven triumphed in His victory.”— 
The Desire of Ages, p. 131. 


For further reading: The Desire of Ages, 
p. 130, par. 4; p. 131, par. 2 


THURSDAY 
Angels Who Protected Christ in His Ministry 


12. Find Luke 4:28. When Jesus returned to 
His home town of Nazareth and preached the 
fulfilling of Isaiah’s prophecy in the synagogue, 
how did His listeners receive His words? 

13. Read verse 29. What evil deed did their 
indignation and anger lead them to attempt? 

14. Read verse 30. How did Jesus escape their 
murderous intentions? 

NOTE.—"I was shown that Satan and _ his 
angels were very busy during Christ's ministry, 
inspiring men with unbelief, hate, and scorn. 
Often when Jesus uttered some cutting truth, 
reproving their sins, the people would become 
enraged. Satan and his angels urged them on to 
take the life of the Son of God. More than 
once they took up stones to cast at Him, but 
angels guarded Him, and bore Him away from 
the angry multitude to a place of safety. Again, 
as the plain truth dropped from His holy lips, 
the multitude laid hold of Him, and led Him 
to the brow of a hill, intending to cast Him 
down. A contention arose among themselves as 
to what they should do with Him, when the 
angels again hid Him from the sight of the 
multitude, and He, passing through the midst 
of them, went His way.’—Early Writings, p. 
£59. 

For further reading: The 
p. 240, pars. 1-3. 


Desire 


of Ages, 


FRIDAY 


What did angels do for Jesus in His earthly 
life? (The words in capital letters have been 
spelled backwards. ) 

They DECNUONNA His birth. 

They DEDIUG His worshipers. 

They DENRAW, DETCURTSNI, and 
His narents. 

They DENIATSUS Him when weak after Sa- 
tan’s temptations in the wilderness. 

They DETCETORP Him from violence when 
a mob attempted to take His life in Nazareth. 

Name the people who saw or heard the angels 
who had something to do regarding the baby 
Jesus. 


DEDIUG 
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THE CHAMPIONS SPEAK-4 


LIVING HIGH 


Bob’ Richards believes in living high. Pole vaulting is his hobby, and he has won a whole 
string of records and championships in many countries. He has cleared fifteen feet time after 
time, and holds the Olympic pole vaulting championship at the record fourteen feet eleven 
inches. 

But like other champions, Bob Richards does NOT live high by drinking and smoking. 
He says, 


“Drinking or smoking is utter nonsense.” 
Courtesy, ‘‘Listen’’ magazine. Used by permission. 
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